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MAW says us littie girls an’ boys
Ought oot to make firecracker noise

Because the poppin’ sound, says maw,

Iz always sure to flustrate paw.

We don’t know what a flustrate is,

But maybe it's the crackers' fizz.

An', anyhow, we don't intend

To do & thing 'at will offend.
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AST Fourdh of July
-

Asmno-

Lawrence Holt,
an Awerlean, just
at bis majority
and endowed with
abundant good
looks, was a pas
senger on a train
which was mak-
Ing Its way lei
surely between
the Rhine and
the Incomparable
Lake of Luterne,
All the afteruoon
since leaving Ba-
sel he had been
the sole occupant
of a compart-
ment, first class,
#nd he was alto-
gether too young

and too inter
TRIED TO BECOME ogi0q i humani-

INTERESTED INIT. 440 anioo the

exclusiveness of the rallway journey.

8o he took a book from his bag and
trled to become lnterested In it A
‘single paragraph convinced him that
he had chosen a form of distraction
which was destined to prove unsatis-
factory. The passage ran as follows:

*There are moments in the lives
even of those who are in apparent con-
trol of thelr mental and normal proc-
esges durlng which the most Inconceiv-
able vagaries come into being and the
most unaccountable acts are perform-
ed. All this occurs, too, without any
ubsolute surrender of personal integ-
rity on the part of the subject so in-
fluenced.”

Holt read no further. “Rot of the

: deadliest sort!” he efaculated

A moment later the train stopped at
little station In a deep valley, the
of the compartment was opened
ide, and there entered the most ln-
e subject for speculation Holt
% seen for many m day. After she

{ale
ating

s eIty UolSril 08 E TIFT-vim 1
th the charm-
I little bustle
and flurry locl
dent to the sex
a

once made up his
mind that his te-
dium was at an
end. Evenshould
thelr medium of
communication be
reduced to panto-
mime, he assured
himself, it could
not fail to prove
vastly Interest-
Ing. Then he be-
gan to speculate

- a8 to her proba-

,

ble nationallty.

Not Eaoglish
certainly. There
wasn't a trace of ESTABLISHED  HER
the telltale insu- BELF As HIS VIS
larity which is so A-VIS.
characteristie of the Hritlsh femaie
away from home.

“Pardon me, but is that a Chieago
daily you are reading?"

The problem was solved. The ac
eent and the maopner left nothiug to
be fmagined.

“Would you—would you let me have
it just for & moment.? It's positively

~ ages since I've seeu a Chlcago paper ™

Bhe grasped the politely tendered
jJcurnal with a sincerity which wus as
nalve as It was unconventional

to read his paper.

For full ten minutes Holt made good' |

|
| TWAS

‘his opportunity to mwake a more ex
tended study of her. She was so al,
sorbed in her determination to leave
nothing undiscovered (n the paper that
she was nuconsclous apparently of his
close observation and manifest appre
clation. Before the expirntion of the
period the young man had arrived at
the conclusion
that she was the
most unmistak
ably admiruble
bit of femininity
he bad ever en
countlered, There
at he gighed pro
Joundly

She heard, and
It banished the
spell cust by the
engrossing paper
An exqulslite
flush appeared in
her cheeks, and
she laughed a lit-
tie and then grew
very sober

“How perfectls
dreadful of me to
deprive you of
your paper!” sha
sald, restoring It
with a most
“What a selfish crea-
Dear old Chicago!”

OU ARE FROM
cHIcAGO."

bing grace.
1 must seem!

Then, |
without further speech, she procecdmd |

“You are from Chleago—originally "
he veniurecd.

“Originally is good.” she declared
merrily. “Yes, I lived there—centuries
ago—at Evaopston.”

“I'm froms Lake Forest myself,” he
confessed.

“How perfectly lovely!" She clasp
ed her hands nnd a look almost beatific
came into her face.

"1 don’t see why—why we are nol
acquainted. 1 lived at Evanston for
four yeurs—at the uoniversity, you
know.”

She sighed so falntly that he hardly
recogulzed it. *I think 1 know why
we are not acquainted,” she said. “If
I knew—the name'—

“My nsme Is Holt—Lawrence Holt,”
he fnterrupted eagerly.

“Do you belong to the Chauncay
Holts?"

“Chauncey Holt Is my father”

“I might have known,” she said soft
Iy, her eves downeast. *“You are real
Iy very like him." 1

Then she sighed, qulte andibly this
time. .

“When you see your father,” she
went on, with a tender light In her
eves that made her [rresistible, “ask
him If he remembers a certain young
person who at the mature age of ten
selected bim for her hero and pro-
posed elopercent You may tell him
nlso that 1 have
forgiven him for
his Iack of echiv
alry on that oc-
caslon and that 1
have consoled
myself with a
husband whoj
makes the very
finest condensed
milk In all Swit-
zerland. The es
tablishment Is at
Cham, where we
shiall be In less
than five minutes
If you are inter-
ested In  such |
matters 1 should |
advise you to
stop over and let
my husband show

you his plant, It's
"HURRAR FOR THE parfectly  splen
GLORIOUS POURTH!" .11,

|__The disilipsiqnized rounemandid pot
shere ber enthuslasm. It even taxed
his Ingenuity to find the words to de
cline ber hospltality, but he manoged
to accomplish it after a fashion, He
was practically silenced by the unex-
pectedness of the denouement, and his
beautiful fellow traveler realized that
on her devolved the tusk of saving the
situation.

“T see you have been reading Herve,”
ske observed. reaching out for the
beok. “My husband Is very fond of
him. Do yon care for this?”

“The opening paragraph s enough
for me,” he replled dejectedly.

“Let me judge of thnt," she Inughed
openling to the place.

While she was reading the whistle !
shrilled the approach to Cham.

“It's perfectly true—every word of |
1t," she declared. closing the book and |
returning it to him

The traln was slowing perceptibly.

“I will prove It,” she lnsisted

Still laughing. she rose. to her feer,
took his head between her bhands and
fmprinted a light kiss gpon hls fore
head [

At that moment the traln came to a |
full stop, the guard appeared at the
door of the compartment, and madam |
descended to the platform of the sta- !
tion. The proprietor of the condensed
milk establishment. middle aged and |
adipose, was waitlng near by to re
celve her, Holt saw them board a big |
red motor which stood just outside the |
stockade. Then It was that she looked
back at him for the first tise

“Hwrrali for the glorlous Fourth!™ |
she called oul, with a farewell wave
of n very shapely band

EVER THUS—
IN CHILDHOOD'S HOUR!

ERCIVAL’'S pockets
Are bulging with rockets ;
Algernon’s arms are o'erflowing with
““giants:"”
Algy and Percy
Are ready (oh, mercy !) .
Now to give Peace a diurnal defiance
Yea, and nocturnal
They'll keep the infernal
Racket a-going till midnight or later *
Spiie of the warning
They get in the morning
Fresh from lips
{oving pater

the of their peace

|
)
|
' T. SAPP

Eagle Still Screams.
Mrs Isaac 1. the New York
worman whoe n few yeurs ngo organlzed
o the Suppress<ion of Un

14 THEN
this Soclery
necessary Nolse, began o or
this
July
per—of severnl governors and mnyors,
but the American oagie still sereams
and the firecracker continoes to erack.

o1 pa

nolseliss

yeur for n Fourth
She enlisted the efforts

snde early |

SO all the kids we've asked to come
An' p'rade with us. I'll beat the drum,
An' Sis ‘Il blow the horn, an’' then
We'll march around like little men,
An' paw will hear us an’ be proud—
If we don't play too orful lond.
But I'll just wear a mask, you see,
Then paw, of course, won't know it's me.

Patriotic Sentiments—2579%Z, .

[Copyright, 1810, by American Press Association.|

BEFORE.

Johnnie—You better be keerful, 'Willie! Don’t light that un
while you got the whole bunch ojirecrackers on your arm.
Might splode 'em all at onece sn' s e. Lemme hold the
bunch. ~

Willle—Naw, | won't! Who's 'fraid? D'you s'pose them
brave forefathers of ours was "fraid ‘to fire off their guns till they
handed their powderhorns to some other feller to hold while
they pulled the trigger? They never 'd "a’ beat the British that
a-way. If you're scared, Johnnie, you can run. Hoeray for the
'‘Merican eagle! Here goes!

Johnnie -An' here 1 go too! M™e for the fireworks t'night-
wouldn’t miss 'em for all the daytime fun. (Turning to look just
before he darts around the corner of the house.) Gee! Look at'em
all splodin' at once! I reckon I'd better go call Dr. Johnson right
gway an' have him fix up Willie's face for next week.

AFTER.

/ED, That it is better to be keerful than brave. I I'd
fun firin’

Then !

RESOI
nanded Johnnie that bunch to ho!d I'd ‘s’ had lots more
‘em off one at a time than lettin' "em all flash
in the house with
my head art’ patches on my c¢hin an® eheek
missin® all the fireworks tonight. Nex' time 1'li 2
my forefathers on the bloody battlefield san’ pay more ‘tentivn t
the pers'nal safety of little Willle Janeg.

L

wouldn't have to s€it here rhis handage sround

an® m;

forpit

[Copyright, 1910, lean Press Asso

RIPPLE. of
overhead—
Undulations of glor
Tare,
A poem oi colors to h-aven outspread
The banner of froed m, flung free on
the air!
Its nafty nutation
Seems to say to the sation,
| “Today I am holding my own celebra
i tion."
And the flag takes the hands of the frolic.
| some breeze
While they waltz to the tunes from the
wind fretted trees.

red.  white and bl

and beauty s.

|
|
|
|
|

ANCE, ripp'e and wave, O flag of
the izea!
Let flutter your folds o'er the pros
perous land
1 One dey af the blessing fraught man;
give we,
Old Glory, to you, of all banner
most grand.
Your glad palpitation
| Stirs the pulse cf the nation,
And our hearts leap and throb with &
rare exultation,
For we thrill
bright folds still wave
“Qer the land of the free and the home
! of the brave.”

OU ripple as red as the drops tha
were shed

By our sires and our sons on the red |

[ fields of strife

‘Tn keep your fair colors afloat over
hend,

|

Where they'll wave while the spirit of |

| freedom has life.
You once flung defiance
'Calnsi old wotd—=tittsace
iﬂf looters and despots and forced their
| compliance.
Now, flag of the brave, you're the sym
bol of love,
| Of peace and protection Columbia above

OT purer the whits that your beau
ty displays
Than the purpose that gave to your
being its birth,
The offspring of freedom, your missios
to blaze
A glorious truth to the ends of the
earth.
Float, then, in elation
O'er this banner blest nation!
Yours, yours is the right to a rich cele-
bration,
For your blue is as true as the natural
blue
Of the heavens eternal that bend over

It Is an Interesting fact that the
fourth day of July has been rendered i
Amerlcan  history

other

memornbie date In
Ly than
adoption of the Declaration of Inde
pendence at Philadelplda in 177G
Three ex-president: of the United
States have died on that date. o 1524
Thomas Jefforson, nuthor of the Decly
ration, passed nway., exactly fifty venrs
after the acceptance by colonial repre
immortal document
most use]
Adams ]
In 1831
Monroe, Wi
the Ameriean

several Incldents the

gentatives of the
with which
arably connected John
dled that same day awl year
ex - President  James
fought youth in
Revolution, died on the Fourth of Jaly

After o long slege i =
Grant marched into Vicksburg July 4
f the Con
miany weeks

s namme s

s 1

Greneral

the fallen stronghold o
federney in the west. For
| the nation bad hoped nnd praye
{ this result
the opend {
and cut the Cor eracy In rwaln
The very sun = nation learn
ed of the d
i Gotty
[ terrific b

| AETeG, wias

185413,

Grant’'s vietory

Mississippl river

il Lee's army
of
Gettysharg, historians

votal battle of the

three days

| civil war
Yor,

1S4

Fourth ol
» the patlon
news of
the remnrk: Sampson
and Scliley over i at San
tiago—na trinmph which ended the war
with lTberated Cuba, ‘annexed
Porto Rlco to the Unlted States and
drove Bpanish rule from its last foot-
! hold in the western hemisphere.

ngain, on the arious
wias  disse
thie

Corvera's flee

throngh its e

viectors

Spnin,

with delight that you: |

FAMOUS “FOURTH” EVENTS. !

MY QUEET FOURTH

By ROBERT DONNELL.
O they're trying to produce the
noiseless Fourth, are they?
These Luther Burbanks of pa-
triotism are golng after the glo-
rious old day as Luther went after the
cactus—to scrape the spines off and
leave It a soft, velyvety affair? Make
the Fourth just a dream day for sles-
tas and somnolence, dedicated to the
great white god Sllence?

Very well. Let them do 1t. After
about one or a fraction of one such
silent Fourth they'll be glnd to ge:
barck to the pop proposition. [ Engw,
beloved, becanse [ once experienced an
absolutely silent Fourth of July

My noiseless Fourth took pluce some-
where near the middle of the Nevada
desert. You can find places in that
desert today where there isa't n sound
for hundreds of miles because there's
nothing to make a sound. [ was lierd-
ing z:ur._!te In those days—punching
cows, the elegant eastern writers eall
it. Caliente was my beadinnrrars
Ever “see Callente? | mean, rtather.
did yon ever feel Calleute? There iso't
much to see, but in midsummer you
can feel Caliente. It feels just as its
Spunish name Implies—hot. Caliente
is surrounded by barren mountains,
beyond which stretches birren deserti.
Nowadays there is a railrond that
finds entrance and exit beiween the
passes, but in those days the lopesnme
_ little burg was an isolated speck.

Strapge to say, the town h::d run out
of ammunition by the end of .June
 Though every man earried a six shoot-

| er there wasn't a cartridge left in Cal-

fente, And as for other fireworks ma
| terial there wasn't a ecracker—excopt
 whip crackers,

Caliente couldn't stand for a fire
| worklesa Fourth, so 1 was detafled to
rlde horseback eighty miles geross the
shimmering desert and bring back
from the nearest railroad town a sup
ply of noise producers. My horse had
a lame hoof. so the boss proffered his.

“You'll bave to tether him down pret-
| ty tight when you camp,” said the
I toofl,

m.ll

I set out on the first day of July. 1
| caleulated—being from New England
| I can calculate, you see—that I conld

get the fireworks and reach Caliente in
! time for the celebration to begin about
noon of the Fourth. | made the rall
rmoad town all right, strapped big bun-
| dles of pyrotechnics to the borse and
! got back within thirty miles of Cali

ente by the evenlng of the third. |
was dog tired. So was the horse prob
! ably. Buat T determined to rest only an
‘ hour, eat 8 bite and plug along a few

hours before making camp, so that |
| conld get into Caliente a little earlier
| than T was expected.

1 Dismounting, I hitched the horse to

a cactus bush and sat down to unlace
' my shoes. 1 proposed easing my own

feet hefore easing the animal by un
' saddling him. I went sound asleep

with one shoe off and one on. An hour

Iater I awoke. The horse was gone.

He had pulled the top off the brittle

cactus bush and released himself. He
carried with him Caliente’s entire
stock of fireworks; also my six shooter,
slung over the saddle [n its holster.

1 slept soundly until dagbreak on the
| sandy ground. Arising at dawn on the
| Foutth of July. I set out at a brisk
| pace for Callente, as I thought. It
wns a sultry day. and the heat In-
creased &s the hours advanced. By
inoon 1 was wondering why |1 *hadn’t

hit the pass Into Callente. 1 discov
{ ered that I had been walking in a big
( cirele. Just then 1 was about fifty

miles away from Callente. [ knew old
| Charlie, faithless to we, but faithful
| to his master, bad reached town homrs
! before with the fireworks.

There are no birds in the desert (o
make twittering song. There are no
trees through which the Lreeze blows
a subdued strain. [ wuas the on!y lis
Ing thing, so far as 1 knew, for fiftv
miles in each direction. The absolut:
stillness of the sceoce appalled me. |
yearned for some sound—a thundes
crush, an eartbquake, anything jost
g0 It made a nolse. In my Imagina

| tion, but only there, T conld hear the
| “pop, pop, pop” of the crackers along
| Baloon row
i I was tred—awfully tred. | was
| footsore; 1 was bungry; I was thirsiy;
| 1 was hot—fiercely hot. But I want
to confess right here and now thut
pone of these disagreeable things
cansed me half such agony as thut
dreadful, dumb, desoclate, universal Si
lence, with a big 8 I tried to shout.
but my dry tongue gave forth
sound. Clutching wildly at a grease
wood bush, I fell to the baked soll and
lost knowledge of life,

Early on the morning of the Gth of
July the boys found me thera—the res-
cue party that set out as soon as the
boss' riderless borse got in. After o
big swig st the water bottle | faintly
{mplored one of the fellows to fire off
his gun He did so, nnd.t_he sound was
/& sonata.

“Reckon you've enjoyed =& qulet
Fourth” suggested Missouri BillL

no
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